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This is Lars talking to you! 


White Noise 


„Hey, babe, you coming?" 
| lifted my head and looked at James who stood at the door, smiling. 
Damned! 


James looked so good since he had quit drinking everything what came near the chemical formula C2H50H 


some years ago Now. 


Tall, sexy long legs, short blond hair with artificial golden highlights in it because the blond no longer had the 


natural golden color of James‘ younger years when he used to wear his hear long and wild like a lion's mane. 
But long hair, or not - James still HAD hair. 

ENOUGH of hair. 

Unlike |. 

It wasn't fair, and | suffered. 


It didn't help in any way to get a reminder of that problem every two or three minutes if Kirk was near and 


got the chance to open his mouth to talk. 


Not that Kirk ever had wanted to mention MY constantly growing forehead - Kirk always lamented about HIS 
constantly growing forehead, HIS thinning hair all over his head, HIS astronomical costs of the doctors, the 
healers, the hair-artists, the shampoos, the conditioners, the special mixtures, the insanely expensive potions 
from that old witch in Ireland he had heard of, and so on 

But Kirk already had suspected to get bold the next second when | have met him the first time in the early 
Eighties, and Kirk had plenty of hair at that time. Also, he had plenty of hair - long, curly and dark - for a 
good decade after that. But then he decided, maybe with the help of some white powder, some pills and 


Cannabis, to do some weird things with his hair. 
That hadn't been a good idea. 


Luckily, the hair-plugging operations went well, so Kirk didn't whine about his hair more than three or four 
Times a day. 


And every three minutes. 


| really didn't know how Rob could have stood that ongoing whining. 


James never had shown any signs of maybe getting bold. 


Alcohol was a protector of the hair roots because of testosterone suppression, so an alcoholic usually had no 


hair problems. 


| hadn't known that before James had entered rehab and finally successfully fought against his massive alcohol 


addiction. 


| just had known that the testosterone suppression - and the reactive increase of estrogen hormone at the 


same time - was one cause for the erectile impotence of alcoholics. 

| read a lot about that, especially after James had gone mad because he wasn't able to get an erection of 
satisfying quality to be hard enough to penetrate me, or not to come three seconds after penetrating him. 
Mostly, he hadn't got an erection 

Of course, it always used to be MY fault. 


But things had changed a lot, and | was very happy that James' had recovered fully in every way after had 


given up drinking. 


Now, | smiled at my band mate and lover. 


"Don't wait for me, baby", | said and blew James a kiss. "| just wanna finish that paper work .. But I'll be home 


soon". 

James chuckled. 

"Why don't | believe you, babe?" he said with a grin. "Well, | cant do anything against that fucking paperwork, 
so | guess I'll drive home .. I'm in the mood to do some cooking, | think .. Yes, absolutely. That's a brilliant idea 


~ Oh, yeah, and in my mind a picture is getting clearer and clearer .. It's the picture of a large casserole of 


lasagna, fresh from the oven .. 
"JAMES!" 

| would have killed him but the fucker was out of my office in a split second, laughing like an idiot, while | just 
managed to trip over my sneakers beside the desk and to fall down onto my ass. 

| sat on the floor for some minutes and thought about what to do. 

Finally, | sighed and got up. The paper-work had to be done. So, | had no choice. 

First the paper-work - then the lasagna 

| sat down onto the luxurious black leather armchair in front of my desk In the meantime the screen of my 


notebook had gone black, so | softly got the tip of my right forefinger onto the touchpad to bring me back to 


my Excel calculations. 


Not that | liked the shit - but | always wanted to be in control. 
Of course, the others used to pick on me for "raking and counting the money all day and all night". 


But | wasn't the one who used to get a brand new and extremely expensive surfboard smashed into small 


pieces by monster waves, whenever no one else was looking to stop the fucker. 

Well, there were two of them: Kirk and Rob. 

And none of them seemed to have more brains than the other when it came to surfing. 

Might be that Rob had fucked Kirk stupid since he had joined Metallica but there wasn't much brains on his 
side, too, because he ruined his surfboards in the fucking pretty same way he used to play bass on stage. You 
just needed to tell Rob to do something - like smashing his surfboard or his bass into pieces - and the guy did 
exactly that thing. 


Rob always could be counted on. 


But if there won't had been enough fucking cash to buy another surfboard if needed without the necessity of 
even wasting the energy of one brain cell to think about the price of such a fucking thing, or where the 
money might come from .. well, good ol Lars better could come up with something else. 


Just for the record: the black Porsche's | use to drive don't need to be counted. 


A Porsche isn't really an expensive car, so to say. The extras might cost a fortune - but the fucker without 
the extras is really cheap. 


Compared with most of those stretch limousines. 
Or an Airbus. 
And that one shredded Porsche in Nuremberg, Germany, wasn't my own work | had nothing to do with that! 


A guy from the hotel's personnel who just was ordered to get my baby parked, absent-mindedly speeded - | 
couldn't blame the man for that - and lost control. Nobody got injured but the car didn't take it too well. 


So | needed a new one. 


Sue me. 


While | stared at the screen of my notebook | grabbed at the rest of the donut what was lying on a napkin 


beside an open can of diet lemon coke. 


| really didn't want to eat him. The picture of a lasagna popped up inside my brain. So, my fingers wanted to let 
go. 


But. 

You know. 

| lost against myself, and so | stuffed the large rest of the donut inside my mouth and swallowed. 
And TRIED to swallow. 

And tried again. 

And tried to breathe in 

| was on my feet but couldn't remember how | got on my feet. 


Tried to cough, tried to bring down that bite, tried to breathe, wasn't able to give a louder sound than a 


whimpering gasp. 
| was in my office's bathroom now, wanting to throw up - or just to get rid of that thing what was going to 
suffocate me - but | couldn't because there wasn't any air left in my lungs, and | didn't know how to get any 


air inside of my lungs. 


| tried to swallow, and tried and tried, but no way, not even with that lemon coke | desperately got inside my 
mouth without even knowing how it came that | had grabbed the can as | got on my feet. 


The soda inside the coca cola made it even worse, and then it happened - 
White noise. 

White. 

Noise. 

White. 


Nothing. 


Silence. 


Bang. 


| caught my breath and stood in front of the mirror without looking inside, holding myself upright with my left 
hand on the edge of the washbasin while my right still held the can of coke. 


| didn't know what had happened to that murderous piece of donut but as it seemed | had swallowed it because 
it had left my throat, so | was able to breathe again. 
It wasn't on the tiled floor, and | hadn't spit the thing into the washbasin. 


My knees felt weak and | wasn't able to suppress a slight tremble. Very carefully | put down the can of cola 
onto the edge of the washbasin. 


All of a sudden | got aware of the cold wetness all along my legs, and | looked down. 

My pants were soaked from my lap down to my feet, mostly the insides but the wetness clearly had moved 
on to the backside of my ass. 

The can of cola! 


No way. 


| had pissed myself in 


| needed several minutes to realize what had happened. 
| had myself pissed in because | had lost control about my body functions in the process of suffocation 
Or, of dying, to be clear. 


The muscles in my throat got relaxed, also the sphincter muscle of my bladder lost his tonus. And the filling 
of my bladder must had been of a pretty high volume. 


| shook my head because | couldn't get it that | hadn't noticed how my bladder had emptied itself. 


But on the other hand - | hadn't noticed something, anything, and | hadn't thought anything, as far as | know. 


Fortunately, | always have plenty of clothing inside the large closet of my office - for interviews, you know - 
and | got cleaned up and changed in no time. 


| had no nerve to go on with my work so | switched off my notebook. Taking it with me | left my office. 
As | sat in my car, driving home, | still didn't know what exactly had happened. 

| just remembered that silence. 

No. 

That White Noise. 

No. 

It had been white but then the noise was gone. 

It had been quiet. 


But | needed some time to think about it before | was able to tell James what had happened. 


